
The mrjl lamentable Tragedk ' 

N«n Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banifhed * 

Romeo that kild him he is banifhed. * 

luliet. OGod,didW hand (kid 7>W/r blood? 

It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 

N«r. Oferpcnt heart, hid with a flowrinaface 
hu Did euer dragon keepe fo faire a Caue? * 
beautiful! tyrant, fiend angelical!: 

lull oppofite to w hat thou iufilyfeem’fr, 

A dimme faint, an honourable villaine: * 

G Nature, what hadftthou to doe in hell 
When thou didft bower thefpiritof a fiend 
Jn tijortall paradifie of fuch fweetflefh? 

Vvaseucr booke containing fuch vilematter 

So fairely bound? O that deceitihouid dwell 

In fuch a gorgeous Pallace. 

N#r._ rheresno truft, no faith, no honeftie in men. 

All penurde, all forfvvorne, all naught, all diflemblers, 

A h w heres my man ? giuc me fome Aqua- vita:? 

1 hefe griefes, thefe wots, thefe forrowes make me old. 
Shame ccmc to Romeo, 

In * Bliftered be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifh, he was not borne to fliatner 
V pon his brow lhame isalham’d to fit: 

F or tis a throane where honour may be crovvnd 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall earth, 

O what a heart was I to chide at him? 

N«r . Will you fpeake well of him that kild your cozin? 
lu. Shall I fpeake ill of him that is my husband? 

Ah pooremy lord, whattGnguefhallfmooth thy name. 
When I thv three houres wife haue mangled it? 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my Cozin? 

That villaine cozin w'ould haue kild my husband: 

Backe fooliih teares, backe to your natiue Ipring, 

Your tributarie drops belong to woe. 

Which 
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Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy, 

My husband hues that Tibalt would haue flaine,' 

And Tib nits dead that would haue flaine my h usb and: 

All this is comfort, wherefore wcepe I then: 

Some words there was worferthen death 

That murdred me,I would forget itfaine, 

Butoh itprelles to my memory, 

Like damned guilty deedes to finners minds, 

7" \balt is dead and Romeo banifhed: 

That banifhed, thatone word banifhed. 

Hath flaine ten thoufand7*&«/r.r: Ttbalts death 
Was woe inoughifit had ended there: 

Or if fewer woe delights in fellow fliip. 

And needlyvvillbe wrankt with other griefes. 

Why followed not when fhe laid Tibalts dead. 

Thy father or thy mother,nayor both, 

VVhichmoderne lamentation might haue moued. 

But with arearew , ardfollowing7»A?Zt.r death,. 

JVkw is banifhed to fpeake that word. 

Is father,mothcr,7/A<Zr, Romeo Juliet, , 

All flaine, all dead:Romeois banifhed, 

• There is no end, no limit, meafure, bound. 

In that vvordsdcath,no words can that woe found! 

Where is my father andmy mother Nurfe? 

Nur. V V eepingand wailing ouet Tibalts courfe. 

Will you goto themtlwill bring you thither. 

/«.Walh they his wounds with tearestmine flial be fpent 
When theirs are drie,for Romeos bamihment. 

T alee vp thofe cordes,pooreropes you are beguild,. 

Both ycu and 1 for Romeo is exild; 

He made you for a high-way to my bed. 

But I a maide,die maiden widowed. 

Come cord, come Nurfe, lie to my wedding bed,, 

Anddeath not Romeo, take my maiden head. 

N w. Hie to your chamber, He find Romeo 
T o comfort you,I wot well whei e he-is: 

^ 5 Harks- 






